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Here's a tiny “sure-‘nough” fairy, 
She's almost three years new; 
Her heart is warm with loving, 
And her eyes are bright with blue. 
She's Francis’ little sister. 
Her smile, like sunshine, brings 
Gladness to every creature, 
And happy thoughts with wings. 
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Vor. XXII MAY, ‘1917 


GOOD NIGHT 


Good night! Good night! 
Far flies the light; 
But still God’s love 
Shall flame above, 
Making all bright. 
Good night! Good night! 
—Victor Hugo. 


CAMP HARMONY 


Peart BalLey 


JOB kicked the sand disgustedly, tugged at an 
} unoffending lock of his hair, screwed up his 
| little nose and muttered something that sounded 

like ‘‘Rotten luck, anyhow!’” He gave the 

sand at his feet an extra vicious jab and drew 

back his foot in pain. As he made a hurried 

grab at the long stick he had run into his bare 

foot a little, he accidentally poked his finger 

into his eye, and yelled again. At this the boys who were 
still playing marbles looked up at him, and one of them rose 
and threw him down, calling him a fussy “‘cry baby,” and 
Bob’s cup of unhappiness was full. What a miserable day 
he had had anyway! Mother told him not to eat so much 
pie at dinner, but he had watched his chance and taken the 
rest of it later when she was down at the old well getting 
water. She had even asked him to do that, but he didn’t 
want to, and he didn’t. He enjoyed that pie—or he 
tried to make himself believe he did—but he certainly didn’t 
feel good afterwards, and kept calling the pie and his stom- 
ach all kinds of names. Then the game of marbles! They 
were playing “‘for keeps,’’ and he had lost all he had. 
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Usually he could play as well as any of the other boys, but 
i day he had to express it in his own words, “Rotten 
luck.”* 

The boys were playing on a very smooth, pretty 
stretch of sand near a small creek, and a party of little girls 
trooped by gayly, while Bob was reveling in “‘grief,’’. on 
their way to a grove beyond. -Bob looked up, then got up. 

“Well,” he said, “there goes those good-for-nothing, 
frilly, silly kids again. Girls don’t amount to nothing, no- 
how. That new girl up to Brown’s gives me a real pain.” 

The boys had now finished their game, and were leav- 
ing—all but Glen, the oldest of them all. 

“Well, Bob,”’ he said, “‘you certainly give me a pain. 
I just wish I had a sister, and she was with that bunch of 
girls, so I would have an excuse to lick you, and if you say 
another word I will anyway. You certainly need—some- 
thing.” 

’ By this time Bob was so out-of-sorts that he just 
started in and ran and ran, just as hard as he could, never 
stopping for a breath until he realized just a few rocks hit 
him from those “despised girls!” 

He stopped long enough to peek around at them, and 
found them playing “‘camp’” near the same creek, which 
twisted and turned around in the most unexpected parts of 
meadow and woods. 

“Well, can you beat that?’ he said to himself. 
““What do they know about it?” and he picked up a huge 
piece of dirt, which landed harmlessly in the midst of some 
baskets they had. One of the girls screamed, and that 
tickled Bob. He really laughed, but it was an odd kind 
of laugh. Just then Glen came running up, and in a glance 
he saw just what had happened. Without a word he pro- 
ceeded to give Bob the beating he had longed to give. 

A couple of the girls snickered, and a couple others 
covered their ears or eyes, but one little girl, “‘that new girl 
up at Brown’s,” came forward and took hold of Glen’s 
arm. “Don’t, Glen,”’ she pleaded, “‘let me give him a sand- 
wich, I know he is hungry.”” Glen stared as she gave each 
of them a huge piece of bread, butter and jam from the 
baskets, and Bob rubbed his eyes in amazement. He cer- 
tainly was hungry, but he did not know it, and that bread 
and jam surely was good. With a flush he remembered 
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about the chunk of dirt, but “‘that Brown girl’ did not men- 
tion it. He remembered, too, about what he had thought 
about their camp. Altogether, he felt ashamed of himself. 
It was certainly good of “‘that Brown girl” to give him 
something to eat. Glen was watching him, and he ran 
over to him and said: ‘‘Glen, let’s fix up a real, honest-to- 
goodness camp for the girls.” 

Glen was more than willing, so without a word to the 
little girls, they started to work. What a time they had! 
Glen ran to his home, which was not far away and got some 
gunny-sacks, while Bob erected a few short poles, and they 
soon had a little tent made. A few gunny-sacks on the 
floor made a nice carpet, and the girls put some paper 
napkins on the rocks for tablecloths. Without a word the 
girls worked along with the little boys, and put all the food 
on the tables in the shade of their new tent. Little Jim 
found an old bottle and an old pail, got some water from 
the little creek, and put all the flowers the girls had gathered, 
the bright little spring flowers which dotted field and 
meadow, in the center of the floor for ornaments. Bob 
found out that the little Brown girl’s name was Bluebell, 
and before they had finished eating he liked her thoroughly. 
This pleased Glen, for he was very fond of Bob. “‘Don’t 
you — this is much nicer, Bob—being friends>’’ he 
asked. 

“I do,” he said. “I didn’t know girls could be so 
nice, or that you could ever have fun with them.” 

““Yes,”” said Glen, ‘‘and I didn’t know it was possible 
to make Bob be sensible except to pound him up.” 

Bluebell smiled at both boys. “‘Oh,”’ she said, “‘you 
don’t know how truly wonderful it is to always laugh and be 
happy. It is just as easy, lots easier than being cross, for 
everything always goes wrong when you are cross.” She 
smiled at Bob. ‘‘You see, Bob, that is the reason you 
hurt your foot and lost your marbles; for God’s love simply 
could not come into you at all, and all kinds of awful 
thoughts kept going all through you into your hand, your 
eye, your foot, even into your marbles—how could they go 
straight when you talked to them that way, and thought 
them crazy?” 

You see,. it does not take long to get acquainted, and 
Bob had told the whole story by this. time. Just at present 
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he was doing a lot of thinking. Bluebell went on talking! 

“Every thought you think and every word you say is 
just like a marble when you shoot it— it either helps you lose 
or win a game. If you think anger or fear, then you lose 
all the time, just like you did today, and if you think good, 
loving, helpful thoughts, everything goes just fine, like it 
does now. Don’t you think Mother Lady bakes good 
doughnuts she added. 

Bob did, but all of a sudden he remembered how 
tired Mother looked that morning, and he just couldn’t stay 
a minute longer. So with a promise to come back next 
day, he hurried home. Mother was lying down, and he 
ran to carry in the wood and the water. He had a bright 
fire in the stove and the water hot in the teakettle before she 
woke up. If you could have seen her happy smile when she 
found her “‘angel boy”” was himself—the dear, thoughtful 
son he usually was—you would know just how happy Bob 
felt, and you would resolve just as Bob did, never, never to 
get angry again, or to forget Mother, or to dislike little girls. 


A REMARKABLE TREE 


ImeLpa Octavia SHANKLIN 
There’s a beautiful tree in Slumberland meadow; 
It has leaves skyey blue, 
It has blooms of moon ray; 
And out from its branches the pink little birds fly 
Away, away, away. 


The bark of the tree is a daffodil yellow 
From the tip of its top 
To its roots in the ground; 

And down at its base the big purple rabbits run 
Around, around, around. 


I sit where the shade of the tree falls upon me; 
But the tree makes no shade! 
A remarkable tree, 

Myself, the big rabbits, and pink little birds, all 
Agree, agree, agree. 


WEE WISDOM 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 
Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 


world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motio—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 


Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


AVE you had a Maying party yet? We Unity 
Boosters went on one last Saturday and had the 
loveliest time you could imagine. We took our 
lunch and went away out to the City Park in 
Kansas City, Kansas. 
Some went on the street car and others 
rode in “Ippe’’ (that’s my little automobile). 
We gathered flowers and paddled in the creek 
and ate lunch and were happy just to be alive. We had a 
little book which told us the names of all the wild flowers and 
birds and butterflies and trees and we learned what each 
wild thing was called. 

The redbuds were in bloom as were the Dutchman’s 
Breeches, the violets, the cowslips, the buttercups and the yel- 
low violets. We picked so many flowers that we could 
hardly get in the automobile. When we came through town 
everyone cheered the flowers and the Boosters. The 
Boosters gave their yell too. It is a dandy. I shall ask 
Margaret to tell you all about it next month. 

Please write and tell me about your Maying party. 
Every club ought to go out into the woods and get in touch 
with Nature. Now is the right time for there are no bugs, 
weeds or anything which interferes with a good time. 

I am expecting a letter from each club for the June 
number, telling me about your parties and the plans for the 
clubs during the vacation. ROYAL. 


West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I am writing this on Easter paper this time to 
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celebrate the day, because mother said the color of it made her think 


of lilacs. We all found our little Easter nests full of eggs when we 
got up this morning, and Virginia and | had a handkerchief apiece, 
besides. We didn’t make as big nests as usual this year, because 
mother gave some awfully broad hints about the high cost of eggs, 
and the hens being on a strike. But we had eggs for breakfast and 
we're going to have some for dinner, too. 

A blizzard from the North kept all the children from coming to 
our last meeting, and it was too bad, because mother had a nice lesson 
ready, and réfreshments, and after the club was over she had planned 
for a splendid game of “Newcomb” with a foot-ball she gave me 
Christmas. I tell you, Virginia and | were disappointed children. But 
mother said that was the very time to keep up sunshine in our hearts. 

I lost my good knife months ago, and the other day when | was 
out in the yard I spoke words of Truth, declaring nothing could be lost. 
Then I turned around and there it was right in front of me on the 
ground. It all happened so quick | was awfully surprised and ran in 
to tell mother about it, and she laughed because my eyes bulged out 
so, and said that was the right way for it to always be when we 
spoke words of Truth aright, and that we could all heal instantly the 
same way if we spoke them with the same faith that I did about my 
knife. Now we're-holding the word “Peace” with all our might and 


all the time, because we hear of so many sorrowful things all around 
us, and | suppose other Boosters are beginning to do the same. Good- 
by. I. H. S. Crus, Ernest P. Balizell, Sec. 


Kansas City, Mo. 

Good Morning, Dear Boosters—I suppose you all wore your new 
Easter bonnets and dresses yesterday, like all the little Boosters did 
here. Let's see! The last time I talked to you, I believe it was 
Valentine day. How time does fly! Why, since then we have done 
so many things that I just don’t know where to begin. 

Since this is Easter I had better tell what we did this month. At 
our regular meeting we all brought our banks, in which we had saved 
all our stray pennies to buy eggs for the little sick-a-bed folks at 
Mercy Home. Well, when I counted the pennies, (you can't guess 
how many dozen eggs we could buy) four dozen. Wasn't that the 
finest ever! 

We took two dozen and a half to “Mercy” that very day. We 
started to go in Royal's car “Ippe,” but there were too many of us, so 
Rick, Royal's brother, had to take the overflow in his car. My, but 
we had a fine time! We looked so happy the nurse just had to let 
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us see the little tots that were up and about, and such a kissing of 
hands you never saw before—but then you see, everybody was so 
happy. 

The next Sunday was Easter Sunday, and of course we had a 
fine Easter program. One class were all flowers; another class were 
little green things-—the little girls were all dressed up in green and 
looked just like leaves. Then there were ten little girls dressed up as 
Easter eggs, and four little boys dressed as Bunnies, in a pantomime. 
A butterfly and a jack rabbit gave out the eggs to the Sunday school 
boys and girls. 

Everybody said it was the best Easter ever, but then they say that 
every year, because they like it so well. I had better be going home 
now, so that I can be thinking what to do May Day. Don’t forget a 
Maypole. I think | will see what I can do about that for Unity 
Boosters. Good-by. Here is the train for home. So long! 

Margaret, for Unity Boosters. 


Crest View, East Jordan, Mich. 

Dear Wee Wispom—You have visited me nearly two years. 
Once you were grown up. I only saw you once that way. I like you 
better now you are little. We live on a big farm. We have six horses 
and colts and milk fourteen cows. 

I am thirteen years young, and have two brothers. One is twleve 
years old and his name is Arthur. The younger one is seven and his 
name is George. We walk three-quarters of a mile to school. My 
birthday is the tenth of October. I like October best, because the 
woods have so many pretty colors. Please enroll me in the Booster 
Club. Lovingly, Juanita Secord. 

P. S.—Am inclosing a story which you may be able to use. 


Juanita’s story will find a place in WEE Wispom 
when there’s room. It’s good. 


New York City, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am eleven years old, and love to read 
Wee Wispom, which I have been taking for two years. ‘I love the 
three “Magic Pillows,” but I think the Booster letters are the best of 
all. 1 go to boarding school in the winter, but now I am back for my 
Spring vacation. I would like very much to belong to the Booster 
Club, and will try as soon as possible to start a club. I am sending 
two little poems I love to read. I hope you will like them as well as 

I do. Sincerely, Laurel Tarkington. 


Laurel’s selections show that she has cultured taste. 
These poems are from the pen of Alice Cary and Victor 
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Hugo. They are fine, and all the Wees will enjoy them. 
Laurel’s hand writing is as clear and plain as print. She'll | 
make a first class Booster. 


French Camp, Miss. 
Dear Mr. Royal—We had our first club meeting yesterday, 
April 10th. Had a nice time. Every member wore her new pin. 
We had flowers of all kinds. President and I made baskets and put 
flowers in them for everyone. The members were surprised. We 
put an Easter card in one basket and the one who got that we let 
choose her own basket. Alma Braswell got the card. She smiled all 
over her face. We are going to meet every first Sunday in the 
month. We have four new members. I will give the names: Alibell 
Braswell, president; Thelma Hardin, secretary; Alma Braswell, 
Virgie Braswell, Jewell Braswell, Huldia Pullin, Preston Bullin, 
Nannie Walker. The new ones will send for pins later, and we will 
let them read our WeE Wispom’s, as we live close to them. Yours 

in Truth, Thelma Hardin, Sec. 


Grand Rapids, Wis. 
Dear Boosters—We are having the finest kind of Booster meet- 
ings lately. Our March meeting was at Helen Miller's home, with 
several mammas and one grandma present. Last Sunday they came 
to our home, twenty strong. As it was April Ist, I read them from 
Blanche’s Corner about the pouty little girl, because it seemed quite 
like an April fool trick that bee played on her. We are to have an 
extra meeting on the 15th. The children are to bring their bird houses. 
I have promised a prize to everyone who makes a house, and | have 
no idea how many there will be. For the best made house I expect to 
give a subscription to WEE WispoM, if it is not someone who is already 
getting it, or else “Treasure Box.” With heaps of love from us all, 

Stella Paulus. 


2 New York City. 

Dear Aunt Myrtle—I know it will interest you all, when I tell 
you that I had the highest average in my class. Also the highest mark 
in grammar. School work is no bother to me now. My health is 
splendid, and I know why I always have success. I have learned not 
to be disappointed. I found out that when I want something important 
"to me, and I cannot get it at first, that if | keep my faith that I shall 
get it, I do get it. 

I am very thankful for the splendid teacher I have in school. He 
acts very natural with the boys, and we all like him. I am very 
thankful, too, for my good health and success. I'm always contented 
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and happy now. I know you send me helpful thoughts. With love 
to all the Boosters, James Farrelly, Jr. 


Athens, Ala. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI am a little boy of eight. I like your 
stories. I wish I could join your Booster Club. Will you help me 
in my studies? Charles Oscar Johnston, Jr. 


Certainly, you can join our Club, Charles Oscar. 
And we'll all know with you that Intelligent Mind is active 
in you and you are master of your studies. 

Mrs. C. C. Van Laningham, of Allston, Mass. sends 
her thanks and gratitude to the dear Wee Wisdoms for their 
prayers, and says: “May God shower rich blessings upon 
you all.” 

Leif Anderson, Minneapolis, Minn., says he is eleven 
years old and in the sixth B grade. He is just starting to 
take WEE WiIspom and wants to be a Booster. 


Tacoma, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI found the little blue blank the very first 
thing. I told my father, and he said he would send the money right 
away for your traveling expenses. Then my next WEE WisDoM came, 
and it had a blank too. Father had forgotten, but he said he would 
send it right away. Did you get it? I'm going to play a piece on 
the violin for the Commercial Club. They put my picture in the 
Sunday paper with five other musicians. I love Wee Wispom and I 
hope to see my letter, if you have room. I think my sisiter, Zora 
Gough, will write soon. She always writes long letters. Your loving 

Booster, Vivian May Gough. 


Buffalo, N. D. 
Dear Wee WispomM—One of our club members has written you 
before. Our club contains eight members. I am just over the scarlet 
fever, but I didn't know I had it till 1 was getting well. I am thirteen 
years young, and have a Welch pony. His name is “Pennie.” My 
dog’s name is “Tige.” I wish there were a weekly WEE Wispom. 
‘When it comes I generally sit right down and read it clear through. 
Yours with love, Carrie Jespersen, Pres. of Goop Hope Cus. 
P. S.—I wish some of the Boosters would write to me. 


Binghamton, N. Y. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I have been a subscriber for Wee Wispom 
for about a year, and | think it will do wonders in this world. I'm 
sending fifteen cents for a pin and I would like very much to start a 
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Booster Club here. Some time I will tell you about the club I am 
already in. I thought I would do something for WEE Wispom, so I 
wrote a little story of “Mother Nature’s Children,” and an illustration, 
hoping you can make use of it in the next WEE Wispom. Very truly 
yours, Margaret C. Morris. 


Inez Busse, of Urich, Mo., says we did not get the 
names of her dogs right. They are ““Taty,”” and “Bully.” 
She says she received her pin and is wearing it every place 
nearly. 


A letter from Thelma Hardin incloses a new subscrip- 
tion for WEE Wispom, and an order for three more pins. 
We afhrm success for Thelma and her “Red Bird Club.” 


Thelma is certainly a hustler as well as a Booster. 


Pasadena, Cal. 
Dear Wet Wispom—l've been taking you for more than a year, 
and I like you very much. | am nine years old. I'm sending fifteen 
cents for a Booster pin, and I hope to be a very good Booster, and 
have a club too. There are many Boosters in California, but 1 am the 
only one in Pasadena now. | read every word in WeE Wispom. | 
like to read the letters from other Boosters, as well as write them. I 
hope you will accept me as a Booster. Yours sincerely, 
Dorothy Madeline Ferguson. 


- Of course, we'll accept you, Dorothy, and we are 
sure it won't be long before you'll have a flourishing Booster 


Club in Pasadena. 


Talladega, Ala. 
Dear. Wet Wispom—You have been coming to me for three 
months, and I like you very much. | would like to be a Booster, and | 
am sending fifteen cents for a pin. I have some little chickens and 
kittens, and the mother cat caught a little chicken and she ate it. I am 
nine years old, and have a little sister. Her name is Margaret. | like 
the Boosters letters very much. Your friend, Elizabeth Snow. 


South Africa. 
Dear WEE Wispom— With lots of love Colen and | send you 
the blessing our “mummy” blesses us with while she bathes us every 
day: 
First, she washes our feet and says, “God bless these little feet 
and keep them in the path of righteousness.” Second, “God bless the 
little hands and keep them open to give.” Third, “God bless the little 
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body and keep it pure and clean.” Fourth, “God bless the little tummy 
and keep it full.” Fifth, “God bless the little back and keep it up- 
right.” Sixth, “God bless the neck and throat, the seat of all power.” 
Seventh, “God bless the little face and keep it always sweet and 
shining.” Eighth, “God bless the head and keep it full of good 
thoughts.” (This last is Daddy's make-up, because we had no blessing 
for the head.) Ninth, “God bless baby sister and Divine Love enfold 
her.” “Good night, darling.” 

When we help. “mummy” dry and polish the pot lids we say: 
“Shine out with love to everybody,” and we welcome the birds and 
every insect by saying words of love to them. 

Wee Joy (per “Mummy’”). 


San Diego, Cal. 
Dear Wet Wispom—lI have been reading your’ Booster letters, 
and | enjoy them very much, and would like to join your club. Please 
find inclosed fifteen cents for a Booster pin. I am, yours truly, 


Robert S. Colburn. 


Woodland, Wash. 
Dear Wet Wispom—lI like you and my grandma reads you to 
me every evening. I've all the last year's numbers except November. 
I learn lots from your stories, and this Spring grandma thinks she will 
have a Wee Wisdom Sunday School, as there are lots of little 
children living near us. I love to hear the Bible read. One day 
grandma read me the very first chapter and the next morning when 
she awoke, 1 remembered and said: “Grandma, God created Light 
first.” I'm always happy, and I love to play and to sing. I heard 
an owl once and | thought it was a bird singing. Oh, this is such a 
wonderful world! What would it be without little birds, and God, 
and Light, and happy little children? I know God is big in the Pussy- 
Willow's heart, making it big and yellow. God is good to give me 
_ my dog Toodles to play with, and a big family of dolls too. I am 

seven years young. Love to all the Wees, 
Bonita Helen King (per Grandma). 


Greenview, /Il. 
A friend gave me one of her Wee Wispom books to read. | 
like it very much. I want you to please send a bunch of them to dis- 
tribute among my schoolmates, and oblige, Floy Jones. 


All right Floy, you shall have them. 


Some of our Booster letters were left out this time for 
lack of space. They will appear next month. 


WEE WISDOM 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE. LESSONS 


Lesson 7, May 13 
JESUS, THE TRUE VINE.—John 15:1-13. 
Gotp—en Text—I am the vine, ye are the branches.—John 15:5. 


As the branch is to the vine, so are we to the Christ Mind. Can 
you think of anything more closely connected than the vine and its 
branches? If the sap-life of the vine does not run in the branch, what 
happens? We have all seen dead branches many times. They are 
cut off, because they are no good. They cannot bear fruit because. 
they are no longer connected with the life of the vine. The connection, 
then, between the vine and its branch is the sap which runs through 
them. This sap is the life of the vine. If, for any reason, the sap 
fails to run from the vine into the branch, the branch withers and dies. 
We are connected by the life-substance of the Christ within. There 
is no life apart from this Christ-life. Our “life is hid with Christ in 
God.” If we truly realize this, we will flourish and bear fruit like the 
living, healthy branch. This life of God, which is everywhere present 
is ready and willing to flow through every atom of our bodies, making 
us strong and happy and free. But we must keep the way open. .If 
we think untrue thoughts of lack, we shut the door against the life cur- 
rent and it cannot flow freely through us. If we declare that we are 
children of God and inherit all life, free-flowing, unselfish, pure, then 
we are sturdy, fruit-bearing branches of the Christ Vine. The fruit 
we bear will be an abundance of love, health, joy, peace, power, in- 
telligence and wisdom. The branch of itself can bear no fruit. We 
of ourselves can do nothing, but through the Christ within, we can do’ 
all things. We will constantly remember the Source of our life and 
power, that we may not wither, but grow strong and bear much fruit. 


Lesson 8, May 20 

THE IMPORTANCE OF SELF-CONTROL.—Isaiah 28:1-13. 

Gotpen Text—Every man that striveth for the mastery, is iem- 
perale in all things.—I Cor. 9:25. 

Today's lesson is on temperance, and temperance is another way 
ef saying “self-control.” 

There are many temperance lessons in the Bible, because there 
is no more important lesson in life than that of self-control. The 
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people of Ephraim had lost control of themselves. They were allow- 
ing outer things to control and sway them. 

To be temperate, one must, of course, not drink too much; also, 
we must not eat too much, nor pay too much attention to clothes or 
material wealth. Neither must we talk too much, which last is a very 
common form of intemperance. We must be balanced and poised in 
Spirit. Then we will be led of the Spirit to do the right things at the 
right time and in the right place. That is temperance. Likewise, it 
is self-control that is allowing our true selves, the real of us, to control 
our thoughts and actions. When the real of us does not rule, and we 
allow outer things to pull us this way and that, something always pulls 
too strong and we become over-balanced and topple over. We lack 
health and strength and joy. Our lives are one long story of unrest 
and disorder. The first thing to do in this case, is to establish self- 
control. We have said that self-control is control by the Real Us. 
The Christ Spirit which is within is the real us, and when we allow 
it to rule over our minds and bodies, then we have established self- 
control. We all want the Christ Mind to rule in us, because it is All- 
Wisdom and All-Love and All-Intelligence, so it could not lead us 
astray. To be temperate in all things, we must listen to the voice within 
at all times. If we obey this Voice, it will lead us into all joy and life. 


Lesson 9, May 27 


THE HOLY SPIRIT AND HIS WORK.— 
John 15:26-27; 16:7-14. 
TeExt—He shall teach you all things——John 14:26. 


As the time drew near when Jesus waquld disappear from outward 
view, he wanted his disciples to realize that they were not to be left 
alone. He knew that they would feel very desolate and he wanted to 
reassure them. He told them of a “Comforter” who would never leave 
them. Jesus told the disciples that it was best for him to leave them 
that the Comforter might come. Jesus was a wise teacher. Perhaps 
he felt that his disciples depended too much upon him. It is better for 
us all that Jesus did not continue to manifest in the outer world. You 
know if we always have someone who is ever strong and wise to 
lean upon, we are not apt to develop our own strength and wisdom. It 
is very much easier to depend on someone who has already developed 
these qualities. Jesus knew this. He had given his instruction— 
planted his seed, as it were—and now he was going to let it have a 
chance to grow. If the disciples had fully understood the great Truth 
Jesus was teaching, they would have known about the “Comforter,” 
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without any telling. The Comforter was called “The Spirit of Truth,” 
and Jesus said, “When He, the Spirit of Truth is come, he will guide 
you into all Truth.” Though Jesus was talking to the disciples, his 
message is for us, as well. The “Comforter” has come. It is within 
each one of us. It is the Holy Spirit within, which is all-knowing and 
all-powerful. It will lead us into all Truth, just as Jesus promised, if 
we will let it. It is ready at all times to teach us the true way of life. 
Whenever we are willing to shut our eyes and ears to the outer world 
and dwell in the stillness within our own souls, we will hear the Voice 


of the “Comforter,” and he will lead us into all Truth. 


Lesson 10, JUNE 3 


JESUS. BETRAYED AND DENIED.—John 18:1-11; 15-17. 


GotpEN Text—He was despised and of men.— 
Isaiah 53:3. 

When the soldiers and officers of the chief priests came to the 
Garden of Gethsemane, searching for Jesus, he went forth to meet them. 
He asked them whom they sought, and when they replied, “Jesus of 
Nazareth,” he exclaimed, “I am he.” He did not waver. He was not 
afraid. He knew that there was no death, only life—everlasting and 
eternal. Even in the face of such seeming darkness, he knew the 
Truth, and he was free in Spirit. If we are not afraid, then nothing 
can keep us in bondage. The Truth which kept Jesus serene in such 
times was the Truth we are learning today—that “God is Good and 
God is All.” 

The most uncomfortable people that night were Judas and Peter. 
Judas had betrayed his Lord, and Peter was soon to deny him. It is 
all right to proclaim our faith, but it is better and much more important 
to live it and prove it. Peter was willing to proclaim his faith in the 
Christ by fighting, but later became afraid and denied the Christ. It 
is never necessary to defend the Truth by fighting. Jesus did not need 
the help of Peter's sword. He had a power much greater within him. 
It would have been well if Peter had paid more attention to the inner 
power, than to the outer show. Then, when his trial came, he would 
not have failed because of fear. We do not want to make the mistakes 
of Judas and Peter. When we do not listen to the voice within, and 
when we use our wisdom and intelligence and power and life in the 
wrong way, we are betraying our Christ. When we say, “I am sick, 
or angry, or afraid,” we are denying our Christ, just as Peter did. 
Let us remember this and be careful of our thoughts and words and 
obey and acknowledge the Christ within in all our ways. 


WEE WISDOM 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


~ HOW CURTIS LEARNED “THE RAGGEDY 
MAN” 


the raggedy man! He 
works fer pa’— 

‘Say, mother, do.I haf to say all 
of it? Oh, all right! Wait ‘til I get 
a drink. My throat’s all dry. Now 
then— 

““*An’ he’s the goodest man you 
ever saw!’ 

“Is this a really true story, mother? 
Well, /’m going on. I just wanted to 
know. 


““*He comes to our house every day,’ 

“Oh, lookey! There’s Red Robin! See, there by 
the grape arbor. My, but he’s gettin’ fat! 

***An’ waters the horses and feeds "em hay.’— 

“Isn't it most lunch time? I’m hungry. An’—an’— 
what’s next? Oh, yes!— 

***An’ he opens the shed—an’ we all ‘ist laugh 

When he drives out our little old wobble-ly calf.’ 

““When we go out on a farm, mother, can I have a 
calf to play with? 

***An’ nen—if our hired girl says he can— 

He milks the cow fer "Lizabeth Ann.’ 

“If we had a cow I could learn to milk it for daddy, 
couldn’t I, mother? Course, I want to say it. I am sayin’ 
it, ain’t I? 

“**Ain’t he a awful good raggedy man? 

Raggedy! Raggedy! Raggedy man?’”’ 


““*Why, the Raggedy man—he’s ‘ist so good, 

He splits the kindlin’ an’ chops the wood.’— 

“‘Where did you put my hatchet? Can I have it if I 
don’t forget not to chop the walk any more? 

** *An’ ’nen he spades in our garden, too!’— 


15 


16 WEE WISDOM 


“Can I help daddy plant onion sets tonight? He said 
he wuz if he got home early enough. 

***An’ does most things “at boys can’t do! 

He clumbed clean up in our big tree 

An’ shook a apple down fer me’— 

“Have we got any apples? Can I have one? All 
right. 
***An’ shooked a apple down fer me’— 

me—fer me—what ?— 

***An’ another one, too, fer ’Lizabeth Ann— 

An another ’n too fer the Raggedy man? 

Ain’t he a’ awful kind Raggedy man? 

Raggedy! Raggedy! Raggedy man?’”’ 

“Oh, mother, there comes daddy. Can't I please go 
and meet him? I'll say the rest after dinner. Hones’ I 
will—can 

_ And the Raggedy man is waiting still in that unfinished 
state—for such is the way of a boy in May—or a girl for 
the matter of that. _ It’s the call of the Spring, I guess, and 
the out o’ doors and it’s right that it should be that way. 
Meanwhile the ‘“‘Raggedy man who is so kind,” will, I’m 
sure, remember that it’s May time and wait patiently until 
another day—possibly a rainy one. 


NIGHT Y-NIGHT 


ALBERTA Mastin CarTER 


Take me over to Bye-low Land, 
Let me go a-sleeping; 

While mother’s arms protect from harm, 
And silent night comes creeping. 


Take me off to the Land of Nod, 
Let me go a-rocking; 

Curled up sung, with a gentle hug, 
With mother’s arms a-locking. 


Take me away on a moonbeam bright, 
Where silver stars are shining, 

Into that sea of misty light— 
But on mother’s breast reclining. 


t 


A Child's Magazine 
Wee Wisdom 


Myrtce Editor. Biancue S. HasE tine, Asso. Editor 


50 cents a year, 5 cents a copy. Foreign subscription, 3 shillings a year 


Published on the first of each month by 
UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY, 
Unity Bipc., 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Entered as second class matter, August 8, 1898, at the postoffce at 
Kansas City, Missouri, under the act of March 3, 1879. 


MAY, 1917 


TO MOTHER FAIRY 
Selected by Laurel Tarkington 


Good old Mother Fairy, 
Sitting by your fire, 

Have you any little folk 
You would like to hire? 


I want no chubby drudges 
To milk, and churn and spin, 
Nor old and wrinkled brownies, 


With grisly beards, and thin. 


But patient little people, 
With hands of busy care, 

And gentle speech and loving hearts. 
Now, have you such to spare? 


—Alice Carv. 


Dear Reaver: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for | have many good things in 
store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 

Yours in Love and Truth. 


WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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dreams are 
bless d; 

For in him 

Is perfect rest. 
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